Bayard used to never come home from his without
wanting to ride his horse up the front steps and into
the house. Come on9 now/3 she drove old Bayard
firmly out of the kitchen up the stairs, "You go
on to bedf you. hear? Let alone for a while." She
saw his door shut and entered young Bayard^s room
prepared his bed^ and after a while from her own
room she heard him mount the stairs.

His room was treacherously Illumined by the moon^
and without turning on the light he went and sat on
the bed. Outside the windows the Interminable crickets
and frogs^ as though the moon^s rays were thin glass
Impacting among the trees and shrubs and shattering
In brittle musical rain upon the ground; and above this
and with a deep? timbrous quality ? the measured respi-
rations of the pump in the electric plant beyond the
bara*

He dug another cigarette from his pocket and lit It*
But he took only two draughts before he flung It away*
And then he sat quietly In the room which he and John
had shared in the young masculine violence of their
twinshlpj on the bed where he and his wife had lain
the last night of his leave^ the night before he went
back to England and out to the Front agaii^ where
John already was* Beside him on the pillow the wild
bronze swirling of her hair was hushed now In the dark-
nesss and she lay holding his arm with both hands
against her breast while they talked quietly, soberly
at last. *

But he had not been thinking of her then. When he
thought of her who lay rigid in the dark beside him,
holding his arm tightly to her breast^ it was only to be
a little savagely ashamed of the heedless thing he had
done to her. He was thinking of Ms brother whom he
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